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ficed himself that he might shape the destiny of his sisters. He would joyfully sacrifice himself for any of his children, that they might follow the path he believes the ideal one. He could not see that I might have ideals different from those held by him, my father. For to him his own father is still to this day a beloved teacher, and the letters which grandfather sent to him in America arc worn thin with constant reverent re-reading. It is as if father turns still to the written words of his father to guide him, as he once was guided by the words spoken by the lips now long silenced in death. Father expected me to obey him also without question, of course.
I could think of no words which I could say to him. And besides, through all the pain of my disappointment I dimly saw that when classmates of mine were finding it difficult to persuade their parents to permit them to graduate from public school, it was preposterous of me to dream of high school. It [85] [83]ll cheerfulness, books, other than
